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He, too. Is there,

After the good centurion fitly named,
Whom learning dulled not, nor convention tamed,
Shaking with burly mirth his hyacinthine hair,
Our hearty Grecian of Homeric ways,
Still found the surer friend where least he hoped
the praise.

6.

Yea truly, as the sallowing years
Fall from us faster, like frost-loosened leaves
Pushed by the misty touch of shortening days,

And that unwakened winter nears,
'T is the void chair our surest guest receives,
'X is lips long cold that give the warmest kiss,
'T is the lost voice comes of tenest to our ears;
We count our rosary by the beads we miss:

To me, at least, it seemeth so,
An exile in the land once found divine,

While my starved fire burns low,
And homeless winds at the loose casement whine
Shrill ditties of the snow-roofed Apennine.

IV.

1.

Now forth into the darkness all are gone,
But memory, still unsated, follows on,
Retracing step by step our homeward walk,
With many a laugh among our serious talk,
Across the bridge where, on the dimpling tide,